RESERVOIR    OF    DEATH-LONGING

on the most warlike periods of their history, and that the
most beloved leaders are those who summon their followers,
not to live, but to die. Has any man of peace in his lifetime
commanded the devotion of a Mohammed or a Napoleon ?
Has any scheme for procuring happiness and security been
as productive of fanaticism and self-sacrifice as war? The
liberal commonly assumes that what men most desire is
easy circumstances, and the pacifist that what they most
desire is to remain alive. Both are understandably bewil-
dered when they and the benefits they offer are swept con-
temptuously aside in favour of one who promises his
followers only privations and death. Seen from a preben-
dary stall, a sadhu ecstatically reclining on his bed of nails
is incomprehensible, and even the Crucifixion a remote
and not very apposite symbol; yet the sadhu receives more
veneration than prebendaries, and the Crucifixion has
caused many wonders to be performed, and many hearts to
be deeply stirred.

It is one of the illusions of Liberalism and all its many
offshoots and affiliations, that the way to men's hearts is to
offer them material benefits. If this were indeed the case,
the triumph of pacifism would be assured, since there is no
material benefit more precious than life, no material catas-
trophe more awful than death. If, however, men want to
live, they also want to die; and their longing for death is
usually the more ardent and more easily played upon of the
two, because more rarely indulged. It accumulates through
monotonous, disappointing years, a reservoir of death-
longing, ready to be tapped, and when tapped, producing
wars, revolutions, and other upheavals. Between the two
longings to live and to die, men fluctuate, making civilisa-
tions and destroying them, formulating beliefs and de- ;
molishing them, bringing order out of disorder and then j
disorder out of order, weaving the pattern of their history. *

Each individual is his own universe, reacting subjectively
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